CHAPTER VIII
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of the psalmodies. There has been such an excess
of humidity during the night, so heavy a dew,
that in spite of the thatched roof everything
around me and on me is soaked, as after a
shower.
f
In the comparative freshness of the early
morning, I climb again the first steps of the
temple, between the worn balustrades, defaced
by the rains of centuries, And, mindful of
the guardian bats, I enter with an excess of
caution, making no more noise than a cat My
enemies of last night are all asleep above,
hanging, head downwards, by their claws to
the stones of the ceiling, and simulating at
this hour myriads of little bags of dark-coloured
velvet I have entered now, and none of them
has so much as moved. I recognise the gallery,
with its resonance as of a cave, which is decorated,
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